Whats the big deal? 
That little link won't do nothing to me 
On the fringe of some conspiracy theories 
I say the Internet was made to be seen 
So I travel through it unarmed and unaware of the severity 
That someone can talk right through firewalls
Straight to me 
And Extend out their rhetoric as a means to finally fit in 
Their others just like me 
But Im not quite the me I should be 
Their telling me the rules and facts, that sounds like 
I'm not living up to that scene of an ideal me 
Months invested, I give up a piece of who I thought I am 
To fit in the collective of the world turning fringe 
A mere contemplation turns into unfaultered belief 
Mere cordial debates turn in to fist fighting 
This is not a fight about what is right 
But a fight for what I "am"
Because theirs nothing left of me
The me I left is for the cause I stand
And how right I feel I am! 
Under this beautiful land 
That I am fighting against evil and the oppressors they said 
Then the cause that gives me strength to finally stand 
Also ridicule my beliefs if a stray from the sheep 
Better to be extreme than on no side of saftey 
To be me would mean both sides wont want me 
They say its not up to me 
To contimplate for my own sanity 
They say listen and accept defeat 
Blow the world up into smeetherings 
I can feel this urge too, but somethings holding me 
For this they call me bad, and that Im not investing my needs 
Into the cause I weep 
I weep because Im giving me 
Away for something that used to be nothing 
Is this really me?
Am I merely a pussy to not lead the scene  
They keep questioning my sanity 
Am I crazy to think 
Im on the wrong side of this fight I reap 
If I think long and hard enough 
I can convince myself to do anything 
Just stop. And think. 
What is reality? 
Is it what the outside and me both agree? 
Or am I a fool to say no to that side of me?
To put my view and trust into the cause I bleed? 
Am I a fool to risk my identiy?
For some text on a pixlated screen? 
Im in a trance some weeks 
And the suddenly a thought occurs to me 
Why don't I ever trust me? 
Why do allow people to make me sheep 
So easily and laughingly 
While I mock the weak
Yet sheeply blame the outside as a cause for my actions and thinking  
I distaste myself obviously 
How can I find trust in my own mind of fractalling inaccurate takes 
Of what is up and what is down 
When my persepctive can be upsidedown 
Inverted, yet still it makes so much sense 
Why does glitches make so much sense? 
You see the cause represents 
A foundation for me to lay in 
Its hardwork after all to be and maintain what I think I am 
I give power to them because I feel they will
Have A better ability to see the world 
Because I have no trust that I can muster up 
An accurate world of my own 
I am such a fool 
Such a easy fool 
And the world will always know 
And what use is it to know now 
When the world knows of how low I will go 
Self-aware doesn't change much shit 
If a true emotion does not come along with it 
And so I haze between awareness and time 
As I see myself do these unexpected things that I never think twice 
Its easier just to barracide all people out for good 
For theirs no subtlties I can I ever be 
Its a black and white way of thinking
Even when awarness shows me grey, it seems 
I am colorblind to the inbetweens 
So I outsource my perception to the dangerous streams 
Of text telling of such atrocities
Im just tired of being this way
For its the only way I am thinking 
Its not as easy as it sounds to just think HAPPY 
Why don't you change to OVERTHINKING 
I'm starting to believe everythings a bullshit scheme 
I'm starting to think everyones lying until proven innocent 
I'm starting to think that what the fringe or what normies BE 
Its not what I care to sheep 
Life's been so meaningless for me 
That it now makes me happy 
That I have real true reasons to leave 
But not in a bitter depressive me 
But in a bitter sweet melancholy
A melancholy of the indifference I reak 
When even myself has lost prority 
Little by little I feel to stop critizing myself 
Why waste the breath? 
I can move myself over to a mode of make do with what is best 
Why waste my thoughts on this nonsense? 
Why not enjoy what enjoyments I still have left in my hands 
As I type of roads Ive been 
To make me feel less sad 
I just want to feel good 
In these last moments I have 
I shed the causes that I went to hell in back 
And nothings left but an empty shell as my habitat 
So let my enjoy what little I have 
Up untill my imposed self-death 
How can my firewall be so cheap 
So cheap that any virus can take over me 

 




